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It was a dismal anti-climax. To be inhospitably received at
the end of a long journey in a strange (such a strange) land, was
a wretched experience. Between Kameneff and myself I felt
a wall arising that every moment was growing higher and
threatened to obliterate him altogether. For a leader of
revolution he cut a poor figure. I had no idea that a Bolshevik
could be so easily terrorized. (Since then I have seen several
Bolshevik luminaries affected by their wives in the same
curious way!)
In the end, mercifully, I was not abandoned in the siding.
We left the train together and I followed them to a superb open
Rolls Royce, into which we piled with all the luggage that could
be got in.     We then drove at frantic speed amid frenetic
hooting through half-deserted streets, like London on an early
Sunday morning.   The shops were shuttered, a few pedestrians
shuffled rather than walked and looked at us apathetically.
Then the Kremlin towered before us, with its square high gate
towers surmounted by Imperial eagles.   What a sight!   Was
it Chinese or simply Russian ?   Its architecture was unknown
to me.   Our car slackened speed to show a permit to a sentry
at a gate, who let us pass into the amazing precincts, where
gold-domed buildings of all shapes and sizes confronted us on
every side.   We drove through an archway to a door that led to
what had been, they said, the apartments of the Czar's suite.
Up the resounding stairs we trooped, and at the end of a long
wide corridor a peasant maid with a handkerchief tied under her
chin came forth and hurried towards us.   Kameneff kissed her
on the mouth, a truly Russian salutation, and led the way into
a big light room which gave access to other rooms right and left.
Mrs. Kameneff flung herself exhaustedly into a chair, pulled off
her hat and began to say more things in Russian.   Kameneff
showed me the next room, which was like a doctor's waiting-
room, and had albums on a table; he asked me to entertain
myself and wait, and he closed the door.
My idea, of course, at the end of a journey, is to unpack,
wash and change my clothes.    There did not seem to be
the slightest prospect of being able to do this, and I sat down
to wait resignedly.
An hour or so later I was called in to breakfast, which coi>-

